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the voyage from Spitsbergen—2,000 miles—in a little less than forty-
seven hours, including two hours spent at the North Pole. Scientific-
ally speaking, the expedition was ended. We could conservatively
claim to have looked down upon a hundred thousand square miles
of unexplored territory. We could tell geographers that there is no
Keenan's Land north of Point Barrow, no'land at all between Akska
and the Pole. We had established the scientific fact that the North
Polar Region is a vast, deep, ice-covered, sea. The white patch on the
top of the globe could now be tinted blue.
But though our mission as explorers was achieved, we still had the
task ahead of bringing the Norge and ourselves to a safe landing.
From this point on it becomes more intelligible to speak in terms
of Alaska time, since we had now come down to a latitude where,
in mid-May, night was still night and day day. By that reckoning,
we came to the coast-line at 8.50 pjn., May 12; and thereafter,
through a black night and a long, wild, fog-choked day we battled
for our lives.
Our first problem was one of route. Had our radio been in order,
it is probable that we would have climbed and set a south-east course
for Fairbanks, in the heart of Alaska, weather conditions there being
calm and fair. We did not know that, however, and agreed with
Nobile to cut south overland and drive straight for Nome, where,
under the high bluffs of the Seward Peninsula, we could expect
shelter from the northerly storm which was continually increasing.
But we were not certain where we were, having only Riiser-Larsen's
calculation that we had come in west of Point Barrow. Amundsen
said that the coast to the eastward looked like Point Barrow country,
which was familiar ground to him. We therefore decided to run
down the coast south-west until we could find some feature we
could identify, and from that point set a course for Nome.
In this direction we had the wind, which had now reached gale
force, straight behind us, and we drove along at immense speed
into constantly thickening weather. It was necessary to fly low in
order to distinguish the wintry shore from the frozen sea at all. In
about an hour we came to a collection of roofs which Amundsen,
to whom the place was home, unhesitatingly pronounced to be
Wainwright. Omdal, who had been with Amundsen at Wain-
wright in 1923, confirmed this opinion, even declaring that he could

